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Custom, the tyrannefs, who impofes her fhackles up- 
on the greateft part of civilized mortals, has decreed it an in- 
difpenfible duty, for every author to ufher his productions into 
the world with a genteel apology and falutatory Addrefs. This, 
like the prologue to a play, is generally defigned to befpeak the 
good will, deprecate the ill humour, and give a fketch of the 
plan, ani object of the performance it precedes. Prologues, 
prefatory addrefles and dedications are at length eftimated at 
their real value. They are written, becaufe eft.cmed a compo- 
nent fart of a volume, and feldom perufed, becaufe they are 
commonly infipid and uninterefting. The Epitors ef the Nicut- 
INGALE, from a nobler motive, and wader more durable impref- 
fions, than can be made by the mere idea of the FITNESS OF 
1uINGs, or can be afcribed to the controling power of Cuftom, 
prefent their moft refpectful devoirs to their patrons. Grateful 
for their encouragement, they improve the carlieil opportunity 
of exprefling their acknowledgments of the favers conferred ;— 
vrateful for their affiftance in the profecution of their laudable 
defign of adding to the ftock of their country's literary fame, 
they renew their promises of unremitted exertions to improve, 
amend and amufe, 

iN Our Amertcan Repoustic there are more virtues and 
fewer vices to be found, than in any other divifion of the globe. 
The elegant Keate has drawn the picture of a terreftrial para- 
dife in his def. ription of the Pelew Mlands, and oTure writers 
have beer elaborate in the praife of oragx unlettered nations. 
But we thou!d confider, that thofe good qualities of the heart, 
which no temptation ever aflailed, no extramcous paflion ever 
attempted to contaminate, are merely negative virtues, cxifling 
as fuch on account of the ansencc oF Positive vrce. Theman 
who pre‘erves his integrity and purity, when furrounded with 
rtful feducers, and the alluring fyrens of guilty plealure—w hofe 
Vou. L A 
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foul, like the rock in the ocean,which ftands unmoved by the 

furge, and unfhaken by the tempeft, no calamity can weaken, 

no misfortune overwhelm; is the proper fubject for the eulogies 
of eloquence, the lyre of the bard, and the admiration of angels ! 

Su hennoblers of Humanity and ornaments of Creation have 

fought the battles and labour’d in the Cabinet of America. In 

order to “ nrr orr” a true likenefs of the wonderful being, 

Men, the a: tift fhould portray, from the inhabitants of a country, 

where there are no unnatural crimes committed, and where mok 

of the Virtues flourifh. The juftice of Brutus, was as mcch an 
unnatural f.nfe of Virtue, as the vengeance of Medea, inflicted 
upon her unoffending babes, an excefs of unnatural Vice. In 

America, no haughty parent ever led bis child to the feaffuld ,or 

beheld him expiating his crime by the facrifice of his life, with 

a bofom unmoved, or an eye, “ unfullied with atear.” The Ro- 

man fpirit, u. daunted, refolute, tenacious of its honor, magna- 

nimous, honeft and humane, animates the bofoms of the fons of 

Freedom in this weftern world. The milder virtues, the graces, 

the charities of life inhabit the breafts, and emenate in unfpeake 

able expreffion from the countenances of our lovely countrywoe 
men. Here then let the intellectual appelles draw the character 
of “man as he is,” aud as he ought to be. Asin the moft fin- 
ifhed form on earth, there may be fome fpot or blemith, fo, in 
the varicty of monks, orders, claffes, perfons and families which 

compofe the AMearican Public, there are undoubtedly many a- 

bandoned to the commiffion cf iniquity ;—many tranfgredors of 

the laws of God and man. 

THOSE who undertake the tafk of nerufing this addrefs, are 
informed, that it is principally defigned as introductory of a fe- 
ries of lucubrations on the nature and qualities of man. The 
fubject, complicate and extenfive as it is, nay ferve to anfwer 
the purpofe of entertaining or inftructing fome, who do not hap- 
pen to poilefs or be troubled with a fpeculative turn of mind. 
We do not expect to complete the picture, but hope to furnith 
pretty aceurate, likenefles of many features and limbs, parts and 
proportions of the wonderful original. Neither do we write for 
fame. No glory can accrue to thofe, who gives their produc 
tionsto the public with an anonimous fignature, or avail them- 
{elves of every poffible art to conceal their names, their occupa- 
tions and abodes. If we can pleafe and inform;-—if we can 
cheat one hour of its irkefomeneds, caufe one {mile to dimple the 
cheek of beauty, pour one balmy drop into the wounded heart, 
and deferving, receive the approbation ef our patrons, our moft 
{anguine expectations will be richly realized, our higheft ambi- 
tion moft amply gratified. 

[Me acknowledge the receipt of * Abel's” flrifurrs on the prevailing follies of the 
times, We would jut hint to him that amoral cenfor ought to be critically cor- 
rect, and that indecent language will never avail to reform indecency of 
manners, We teould recommend to his perufal the following line of the &omas 
$oet. ** Simm] ¢ jucunda ef idonca digere vite.) 
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Right Reverend SAMUEL SEABURY, Bishop 
of Connecticut and Rhode-Ifland. 











{The drtvectac! Art of the follatvine tuas orivisally pu Nithed inthe Fe! Orrery. 
We now prefent tt enlarged, correGcd, and impruved, at @driiliant perma Sf 
American Literature.] 


Tins great and good man, viewed as a 
Minifter of the Epifcopal Church, confidered asa 
Public Teacher of Piety and Morals, or contem- 
plated in the higher calling of an Ambailador of 
Jesus Cuaist, merits an Eulogium from the wife, 
the learned, and the good ; neither are we limited 
by the talents of the preacher, or the ¥ virtues of the 
prieft, for the amiable and endearing charities of 
father, mafter, friend, were truly and fincerely all 
his own. 

To thofe who enlifted themfelves under the 
banners of his eloquence, I now fubmit the appeal, 
whether he did not onlyidefcribe virtue as the deicend- 
ed from Heaven, in her native luftre, but exhauft the 
worlds of reafon and eloquence, to demonftrate that 
her ways were truly pleafant, and her paths would 
end in peace. 

As a minifter of the Epifcopal Church, and one 
of its firft dignitaries, he maintained her difci iplis 1, 
unfolded her ceremonies, and explained her doc- 
trines. 

Asan Ambaffador of Jefus Chriit, he eftablithed 
the certainty of his miffion and perfon b y, develop, 
ing, upon the broad and boundlets anvil of an: alogy, 
the long feries of Jewith types and fymbols, till the 
rifing figure confefled the features and betrayed the 
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form ot Jefus of Nazareth.—Was there a ray which 
glimmered in the firmament of prophecy, which 
hedid not collect,and tranfmitting them through its 
immenfe perfpettive, till their combined luftre, 
formed the galaxy which ufhered in the birth, and 
afcertained the perfon of the long looked for, long 
hoped for, and long fought for Meffiah. 


Neither did he neglect the higher demonftration 
to fenfe and nature, by varying the mind through 
all the miracles he wrought, from the blu‘ting wa- 
ters at the feital board of Galilee, to the articulat- 
ing mute, the leaping criple, and reanimated Laza- 
rus. 


Can you ever forget, upon the day, which our 
Church holds facred to the memory of the diftreff- 
ed Nazarene—with what ftrength and beauty, with 
what pathos and eloquence he depictured the whole 
tenor of his fufferings, from the bloody dews of his 
anguith in the garden of Gethfemane, to his perfo- 
rated fide, his nfulted temple, and ldudning groan, 
upon the heights of Calvary, where the waters of 
bitternefs, which had fo long boomed, at laft billow- 
ed over his head. 


Neither were his talents confined to the fombre 
portrait of the event ; you muft equally remember 
with what joy and exultation you perceived the mild 
dews of that celeftial morning, which, by unfolding 
the rifing and triumphant God, after the multifold 
and dark encounter of fin, tranfgreffion, and hell, 
beamed even upon the night of the grave. 


Earth did not limit him, or the grave confine 
him, for to the expanding optic of faith, he unfold- 
ed the bright and boundlefs vifta of eternity, whofe 
blifsful inhabitants, with minds tranquil as_ her 
ftreams, and cloudiefs as her fkies, unite in choral 
fymphonies, tuned tothe ear of omnifcience, and 
fung in the courts of God himfelf. 
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The defk, the pulpit, and the altar; were not the 
only theatres of his talents or his vrtues , for while 
in the chambers of expiring life, the requiem of 
pardon, mercy, and peace, flowed from his lips to 
the defponding finner, to the diftrefied and tortured 
patient, he adminiftered with his hands the balm of 
comfort, the cordial of relief, and pillow of repofe. 





eas 


EPITAPH. 


——— 


[The following elegant tribute to the memory of a worthy man, 
and a brave foldier, has been aferibed, and we believe with 
juftice, to the editor of the Columbian Centinel.—We prefent 
it to the public, as am iaftance of the avidity with which we 
fearch for, and preferve thofe “ invaluable fragments of Co- 
lumbian literature,” which the vanpat, Time, had conligued 
to the grave of oblivion. | 

UPON this clod, 
Far remov’d from the tears of afflicted Relatives, and 
he fighs of fincere Friends— 
« Deyied the relich’d Urn, and trophy’d Bier ;* 
Lie the bones of a Soldier ; 
flain by an enemy unworthy his bravery, 











Congenial with his nature were the 
habits of Military life— 
The virtues of Generofity and Valor 
he poflée{s’d in an eminent degree— 
And 
The ftain of difhonor never tarnifhed 
his {word. 
Toa native franknefs of heart, 
he added 
An honeft bluntnefs of fentiment ; 
Which, though it may have made him Eremits, 
Rivetted more fir mily 
The affeétions of his numerous Friends. 
They knew, 
Beneath his honeft heart, 
Neither Envy, Malice, Diflimulation, nor Revenge, 
ever lurk’d in ambu&. 
aA 2 
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: He was a friend to Freedom and Mankind, t 
i But in the caufe of American Liberty, i, 
His rrirnpsuip was heightened into enthufiafm ; 
And at its fhrine, 
He facrificed his profpeéts of fortune— 
Nor could the mandates of a miftaken Parent,® 
abate his patriotic ardor. 


Atthe termination of alengthy war, 

| | e 

i» | in common with many others, 

Found himfelf deftitute of every thing, ‘ 

fave his Honor and Integrity ; 

' The evipences of his fervices—alas ! ferved 

it to fill the coffers of Speculators ; 

\ But gave him a mere temporary relief.— 


Pye a pee 





} | {H1atus.] 





i: | His feelings fuffered much— 
| Ive Still his 1nDEPENDENCE never forfook him. 


me | | At length, 
| After years of paintul expectation, 
The iummit of his wifhes 
was gained, : 
In being again called to draw his fword again 
the enemies of his country 
And in a charge, } 

At the head of a band of veterans, | 
| he gallantly fell ; 
Le And met a death favorable to his wifhes, 
if from an honorable foe. 


Though in the wilds of the dreary 
wildernefs, 
Unnoted and unknown, 
No monumental ftone marks the {pot, where lie 
the remains of 


Captain PATRICK PHELON: 


NOTE 


* His father who refided at Halifax, where the decealed wae 
Dorn, in bis Wili, cut him of, 
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This confolation remains to FRIENDSHIP, 
That his irnmortal part, 
Clad in the uniform of the Angels of Light, 
At the Great Day of Univerfal Review, 
fliall be transferred 
To Happiness ETERNAL. 
“ YE men of Valour ! Ye will tread lightly @er his ahes, for he was your 
Brother ;— : 


“< YK men of Grnerofity and Truth 5 Ye will weep o’er his mangled reti&s, 
for he was your Kinfinan,” 


Slain, November 4, 1791. 


ZEtat 32. 





Literary Ainufements. 





TO THE EDITORS OF TNE WIGHTINGALE. 


a te 


T AM 2 decided friend to every literary enterprize, 
and my name is [et as a fubfcriber to every propoted la- 
bor of genius or erudition. 1 wes very much pleafed 
with your profpectus ; yet,I think, like all other human 
productions, it might have heen more pe-fect. You have 
denounced scanpart ! Why, gentlemen, if you were 
poffeffed of che leaft particle of knowledge of the world, 
or as I call it, common fenfe, you would have known, 
that the public will underitand, by your determination 
to keep your pages undefiled with its venom, you mean 
neither more nor lefs, than to be very infipid.—Scandal 
is like cayenne with lufcious viands—it pr¢ferves the tafte 
from fatiety and the mind from difguft. It is the falt of 
fociety, and gives a zeft and relifh to all the intercourfes 
between man and man, or man and woman. Befides, 
you deprive half of your readers of their favourite a- 
mufement. You make an entertainment, invite your 
friends, and fortooth, one moiety of your company has 
nothing to eat, and muft remain the idle, vexed, awk- 
ward, and difappomted gazers at their grausied and full. 
gorged neighbors, 
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Pray now, will not a dafh of fcandal make your Night- 
ingale monftroufly entertaining ? Should fhe be the he- 
rald of the little flips and flides of a young female—of 
the fufpicions of female friends—of the anxieties of fe- 
male well wifhers—I will venture to predi@ that the vo- 
lumes containing the names of your fubfcribers will be 
as numerous and portable as Viner’s abridgment of the 
law. Believe me, I write for your zgood,and fhould you 
reje&t my advice, it is my firm opinion, that the ladies 
will prove you fo be no prophets, and affign your unin- 
terefting papers to the high office of fingeing turkies or 
bottoming patie-pans. 

s6 Sat verbum fapienti.” 
Iam your's, 
PETER PEPPER» 


jt 


CHARACTER OF A CHOICE SPIRIT. 


[sELECTED.] 


Tuar a tradefman has no bufinefs with humour, 
unlefs perhaps, in the way of his dealing; or with writ- 
ing ualefs in his fhop-book, is a truth, which I believe 
nobody will difpute with me. I am fo unfortunate how- 
ever as to have a nephew, who, not contented with being 
a crocer, is in danger of abfolute ruin by his ambition of 
being a wit; and having forfaken his counter for Comus’s 
Court, and dignified himfelf with the appellation of a 
Choice Spirit, is upon the point of becoming a bankrupt. 
Inftead of diftributing his fhop-bills as he ought, he wattes 
a dozen in a morning, by fcribbling fhreds of his nonfenfe 
upon the back of them ; and a few days fince affronted 
an alderman, his beft cultomer, by fending him a pound of 
prunes wrapt up in a ballad he had jutt written, called, 
The Citizen outwitted, or a Bob for the Manfion-Houfe. 

He is likewife a regular frequenter of the play-honfes, 
being acquainted with every’ underling of each thea- 
tre, at an annual expence of ten pounds in tickets for 
their refpective benefits. They generally adjourn toge- 
ther from the play to the tavern; and there is hardly a 
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watchman, within a mile of Covent-garden, but has had 
his head or his lantern broke by one or other of the inge- 
nious fraternity. 

I turned into his fhop this morning, and had no fooner 
fet my foot upon the threfhold, than he leaped over the 
counter, threw himfelf into an attitude, as he calls it, and 
afked me, in the words of fome play that I remember to 
have feen formerly, “ Whether I was a fpirit of health, 
or 2 goblin damn’d?”’ I told him he was an undutiful 
young dog, for daring to accoft his uncle in that irreve- 
rent manner ; and bid him fpeak like a chriftian, and a 
teafonable perfon. Inftead of being fenfible of my rebuke, 
he took of his wig, and having very deliberately given it 
two or three twirls upon his filt, and pitched it upon his 
head again, faid I was a dry old fellow, and fhould cer- 
tainly afford them much entertainment at the club, to 
which he had the impudence-to invite me: at the fame 
time he thurft a card into my hand, containing a bill of 
fare for the evening’s entertainment ; and, as a farther in- 
ducement, affured me that Mr. Twifter would be in the 
chair ; that he was a great creature, and fo prodigioufly 
droll, that though he had heard him fing the fame fongs, 
and repeat the fame ftories, a thoufand times, he could 
ftill attend to him with as much pleafure as at firft. I 
caft my eye over the lift, and can recollect the following 
items : 

To al? lowers of fun and jocularity: 

“Mr. Twift will this evening take effa cat, worried by two 

buli-dogs ; ditto, making love ina gutter ; the knifegrinder and 


his wheel; High-Dutch fquabble ; anda hog ima flaughter- 
houfe.”’ 


I aflured him, that fo far from having any relifh for 
thefe deteftable noifes, the more they refembled the origi- 
nals the lefs I fhould like them; and, if 1 could ever be 
fool enough to go, fhould at leaft be wife enough to ftop 
my ears till I came out again. 

Having lamented my deporable want of tafte, by the el- 
evation of his eye-brows and a fignificant fhrug of his 
fhoulders, he thruft his fore-finger again{t the infide of 
his cheek, and plucking it out of his mouth with a jerk, 
made a noife which very much refembled the drawing of 


a cork: I found, that by this fignal he meant to alk me, if 














—_ 
a ae ale 


i 


4 
‘of 


10 THE NIGHTINGALE. 


I chofe awhet! I gave my confent by a fulky kind of 
nod, and walked into the back-room, as much afhamed of 
my nephew, as he ought to have been of himfelf. While 
he was gone to fetch a pint of mountain from the other 
fide of the ftreet, 1 had an opportunity to minute down 
a few of the articles of which the litter of his apartment 
confilted, and have {elected thefe, as the moft material, 
from among them : 

On one of the fconces by the chimney, a fmart grizzle bobwig, 


well oiled and powdered, feather-topt, and bag-fronted. 
On the uppofite fconce, a feratch. 


On the window feat, a Nankin waiftcoat, bound with fiver 
twit without fkirts ompockets, ftained with red wine, and 
pretty much fhrunk. 


Item, A pair of buck-ikin breeches,in one pocket, a cat-call, in 

theother the mouth of a quart bottle.chipt and groundinto a 

ing, V fed as a {pying-glafs by thole 

pre ak to be ufed asa {pying-glais by thole 

Item, A red ploth frock lapelled with ditto, one pocket fluffed 

with orange-peel, and the other with fquare bits of white 
paper ready cut and dried for a fhower. 

In the corner, a walking flaff, not portable. 

Item, A {mall fwhich. 

On the head of the bureau, a letter-cafe, containing a play-bill, 
and a quack-bill; a copy of verfes, being an encomium upon 
Mr. Twifter ; another of four lincs, which he calls a diftich; 
and athird, much blotted and fcratched, and yet unfnihh- 
ed, entitled, An Extempore Fpigram, 

Having taken this inventory of his goods and furniture, 
I fat down before the fire, to devife, if pofhble, fome ex- 
pedient to reclaim him ; when on a fudden, a found, like 
the braying of an afs, at my elbow, alarmed me to fuch a 
degree, that I ftarted from my feat in an inftant, and to 
my further aftonifhment, beheld my nephew, almoft black 
in the face, covering his ear with the hollow of his hand, 
and exerting the whole force of his Iyngs, in imitating 
that refpeGtable animal : I was fo exafperated at this frefh 
inftance of his folly, that I told him haftily, he might 
drink his wine alone, and that I never would fee his face 
again, till he fhould think proper to appear in a character 
more worthy of himfelf and his family. He followed 
me to the door, without making any reply ; and, having 
advanced into the middle of the {treet, fell to clapping 


his fides, and crowing like a cock, with the utmoft vehe- 
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mence ; and continued his triumphant ejaculations till I 
was fairly out of hearing. 

Having reached my. lodgings, I immediately refolved to 
fend you an account of his abfurdities ; and fhall take this 
opportunity to inform him, that as he is bleft with fuch a 
variety of ufeful talents, and fo completely accomplifhed 
as a Choice Spirit, I {hall not do him the injury to confi- 
der him as a tradefman, or mortify him hereafter by en- 
deavouring to give him any affiftance in his bufinefs. 

Iam, &c. B. THorntow. 
- ————-. 
BY A LADY. 
| — — __} 

IT is the obfervation of experience, that misfor- 
tunes feldom come fingle. Perhaps it is owing to 
this reafon ;— it is ordained in mercy to mankind, 
that our attention fhouid be directed from dwelling 
too long on one object; that our adctivity (wherein 
confifts our fafety) fhould be excited by a variety of 
afflictions and the tide of our forrow rendered lefs 
impetuous and deftructive, by being divided inte 
feveral channels. 
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NOTE TO CORRSPONDENTS. 





We with pleafure acknowledge the receipt of * Afenander’s clegant com- 
munication.” We are forry that he deferred the tranfmifon of his favor to 
‘ fc late an hour, that we are neceflitated to poftpone its infertion. We con- 
my gtatulate the public that Menander has refumed his lyre, and again charms 
® with his fweet melody and his claffic fong. 
vm 
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CONDITIONS. 


—— mee 


i. The Nightingale will be publithed every Tuefday, Thurfday, 
and Saturday evening ia Numbers, each No. to contain 1% 
duodecimo pages. 

il. The price of the Nightingale will be 25 cents for every 74 
pages, to be paid for every fortnight, on Saturday evenings. 
Ill. Every fubferiber to be at liberty of erafing his name from 

the lift, at any time, provided he is not in arrear for the work. 

V. At the expiratlon « f-e¥ery 3 months, or che delivery of cy« 

ery 468 pages, a title page and index will be given gratis. 
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Original Poetry. 





MONODY, 


Sacred to the memory of mifs DORCAS DOUBLEDAY, 


awho died at Stowe, after a faort ilinefs, April, 1796. Aged 21 years, 


Te elegiac lay no common woe infpires, 
No common merit prompts the applauding ftrain. 
When rofy beauty in its prime expires, 
Aad leaves to fadnefs all the fyivan train; 
When the pure fpirit to its maker flies, 
And filence locks the tongue of fpotlefs truth; 
When from {weet fricndfhip’s fwoln and aching eyea, 
Gricfs pearly tribute bathes the bicr of youth. 


When fuch, 2¢ was the price of Elmweod fall, 
The early vidtins of relentlefs death, 

Wel! may foft pity’s tears bedew her pall. 
The figh of anguish labor in each breath. 


Yc fair, elate in life’s unciouded fpring, 
Blithe as the hours that lead the morn of May, 
Fann’d by the breeze of Zephyr’s fcented wing, 
And give to pleafure every gilding day. ’ 


‘The moral bard invites you to the tomb,— 
Come [ee the victim of untimce!y fate ; 
Come learn infrudion mid’ the folemn gloom, 


ste 


And here refie&, on life’s uncertain date. 


Here Dorcas lies! Her virtues and hcr charms, 
Her youth and health had promis’d “ length of days ;“ 
Alas ! no merit death’s rude hand difarms, 


No voice perfuafive lis dread purpofe fays ; 


Behoid a parent’s agonies of grief ! 
A fifer’s moaning o'er the unconfcious dead t * 
What power but Heaven, can give their breatts relief, 
Or the kind balm of confolation thed! 
In flowly mou!dering Numbers refts the maid ; 
Sacred her memory lives, embalm’d by love j= 
Her raptur’d foul in robes of light array’d, 
shines a bright angel in the Courts above, L. 


* * * 





